31  doctor's!  to  ©non 


By  Rebecca  Parish,  M.D. 


HERE  is  no  occasion  for  alarm  in  this 
title  of  mine;  though  many  strange 
trips  have  been  made,  and  new  and 
strange  circumstances  never  cease  in 
the  Far  East,  no  attempts  have  as  yet  been  made 
to  visit  other  planets  or  constellations;  we  still 
find  plenty  to  do  in  the  Philippines.  Orion 
(pronounced  O-ree-one)  is  a primitive  provin- 
cial village  straight  west  from  Manila,  about 
three  hours’  journey  by  boat  across  the  bay.  I 
found  it  nece.ssary  to  go  there  to  see  one  of  our 
members,  the  wife  of  the  Filipino  President  of 
the  Province,  and  as  there  are  always  hosts  of 
sick  folk  forthcoming,  I took  along  plenty  of 
medicines  and  planned  to  stay  over  Sunday  as 
a guest  in  the  President’s  family. 

One  of  our  missionaries  and  his  interpreter 
were  going  over  to  Orion  to  hold  several  meetings 
over  Sunday  with  the  native  preacher,  so  we  all 
went  together  on  the  seven  o’clock  launch  from 
Manila . Saturday  morning.  The  boat  was  a 
queer,  old,  flat  tub,  dating  back  to  Spanish  days, 
with  the  old-fashioned  wheel  at  the  back;  her 
name,  “Sibul”  (pronounced  See-bool),  mean- 
ing  “growing,”  was  a misnomer,  for  she  has  long 
since  attained  her  majority,  and  is  now  obvi- 
ously going  into  a decline. 


We  had  a splendid  sail;  the  upper  deck  was 
cool  and  quiet  and  clean,  and  though  it  was  a 
cloudy,  rainy  morning,  the  bay  was  smooth,  and 
we  settled  down  for  a good  rest  away  from  the 
strenuous  days  of  the  city  Ufe.  Far  away  we 
sailed,  toward  the  old  mountain  range  I had  so 
frequently  longed  to  see  — Mariveles,  the  quar- 
antine station,  for  the  outgoing  ships. 

I enjoyed  the  distinction  of  being  the  only 
American  woman  in  the  little  village,  a place  of 
nine  thousand  souls,  hovered  around  a little 
cove,  and  looking  quite  picturesque  at  the  foot 
of  the  mountains. 

We  were  escorted  to  the  home  of  the  Presi- 
dent, where  a most  hearty  welcome  awaited  us. 
Dozens  of  people  called  on  us,  and  having  arisen 
early,  I was  very  tired;  so  shortly  after  lunch 
the  missionary  explained  to  them  that  the 
doctor  and  himself  and  interpreter  all  needed 
to  rest  awhile  before  starting  out  to  visit  the 
sick  members. 

A little  later  we  set  forth;  it  was  pouring  rain, 
but  this  did  not  prevent  our  collecting  an  escort 
along  the  way.  We  walked  through  narrow 
streets  that  abounded  with  dogs,  pigs,  chickens, 
babies  — and  children  of  a larger  size. 

Oh,  the  poor  sick  ones!  The  town  was  full  of 
measles,  whooping  cough,  scarlet  fever,  tuber- 
culosis, rheumatism.  My  heart  just  ached,  for 
I seemed  so  helpless.  Of  course  they  were 
grateful  for  medicines,  but  I knew  so  well  how 
much  they  needed  in  the  way  of  comforts,  and 
they  were  so  ignorant  about  the  care  of  the  sick : 
I resolved  that  we  would  get  a nurse  from  that 
quarter  and  train  her  at  the  earliest  opportunity. 


We  visited  until  it  was  dark  and  I was  tired 
out  completely,  body  and  soul;  then  we  walked 
back  to  the  house,  stopping  only  once  by  the 
way,  to  listen  to  some  strangely  beautiful  music 
from  a little  nipa  shack,  which  proved  to  be  pro- 
duced from  a harp  in  the  hands  of  a young 
Filipino,  who  evidently  possesses  talent.  This 
was  like  an  oasis  in  the  desert,  and  was  much 
enjoyed  by  us  all. 

On  Sunday  morning  a number  of  patients 
came  in  from  near  by.  One  was  a poor  woman 
suffering  with  a strained  wrist,  who  had  been 
subjected  to  the  most  frightful  barbarities  in  the 
way  of  treatment.  The  wrist  had  almost  re- 
covered, but  she  had  on  her  arm  a large,  de- 
nuded, infected  spot,  where  it  had  been  burned 
with  a hot  iron  and  then  kept  raw  by  irritants 
in  the  vain  hope  of  relieving  the  pain.  Thus  I 
could  go  on,  recounting  incidents  of  the  terrible 
superstitious  practices  of  the  Filipinos. 

We  attended  Sunday  school  in  a little  native 
chapel,  and  the  missionary  preached.  Poor 
people  1 They  are  mostly  simple-minded,  open- 
hearted  fisherfolk,  who  have  accepted  the  gospel 
with  an  unquestioning  faith,  but  are  in  such 
need  of  further  teaching!  As  I sat  and  looked 
into  their  brown,  expectant  faces,  I did  wish  I 
were  a preacher  instead  of  a doctor. 

In  the  afternoon  we  had  another  service;  the 
rain  poured  incessantly,  but  we  found  a goodly 
number  of  the  members  and  friends.  The  mis- 
sionary had  planned  to  observe  the  sacrament 
of  the  Lord’s  Supper;  but  the  poor  little  chapel 
was  almost  inundated  by  the  tropic  rain,  and 
having  no  floor  but  the  earth,  was  wet  and 


muddy.  There  was  no  place  to  kneel  to  partake 
of  the  Lord’s  Supper!  However,  these  people 
are  always  resourceful;  they  soon  brought  in 
two  banana  palm  tree  trunks,  and  laying  a 
broad  board  from  one  to  the  other  improvised 
an  altar.  They  never  murmur  at  hardships, 
but  endure  them  as  good  soldiers  of  Jesus  Christ, 
satisfied  with  this  new  found  religion  that  gets 
into  the  heart;  but  they  have  left  large  churches 
with  richly  robed  saints  and  jewel-bedecked 
idols  to  embrace  the  real  religion  as  taught  in 
the  life  of  the  Master,  and  the  chapel  without 
a floor  is  a great  contrast. 

The  service  proved  to  be  one  of  unusual  solem- 
nity and  impressiveness.  Immediately  follow- 
ing, there  was  an  open  street  meeting  near  by, 
necessarily  protected  by  police  furnished  by 
our  host,  the  good  President.  Altogether  that 
was  a Sabbath  day  long  to  be  remembered. 

On  Monday  we  took  an  early  boat  for  Manila. 
Many  people  accompanied  us  down  to  the  beach 
and  sent  us  homeward  with  genuine  regret,  but 
with  a display  of  steadfastness  and  courage  that 
made  us  sure  they  will  remain  true  in  the  little, 
isolated  town  where  they  have  not  half  a chance. 
Our  own  souls  were  buoyed  up,  and  we  came 
back  to  our  posts  of  duty  with  a new  outlook 
into  the  future  and  a greater  faith  in  the  final 
trimnph  of  the  kingdom  here  in  the  Philippine 
Islands. 
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